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TALMAGES SERMON,

DESPONDENCY THE SUBJEUT OF
SUANDAYS DISCOURSE.

From Hebrews,
ws Follows:

Chnpter Vi Varse 10
“Which Mops, We as an
Anchor of the Seul Hoth Nare and
Steadfast.

(Copyright, 1901, by Lous Klopseh, N. Y.)

Washington, Nov, 17.—In this dla-
tourse Dr. Talmage wonld Mh people
aut of despondency and bring some-
thing of future Joy into earthly depres-
slon. The text is Hebrows vi, 19,
“Which hope.”

There s an Atlantic ocoun of depth
and fullness in the verse<from which
my text s taken, and | only wade into
the wave at the beach and take two
words. We all have favorite words
expressive of dellght or abhorrence,
words that easlly find thelr way from
brain to llp, words that bhave in them
mornings and midnights, laughter and
tears, thunderbolts and dewdrops. In
all the lexicons and vocabularies there
ars few words that have for me the
atiractions of the Iast word of my
text, “Which hope."

There have In the course of our life
been many angels of God that have
looked over our shoulders, or met us
on the road, or chanted the darkness
away, or lftad the curtales of the
great future, or pulled us back from
the precipices, or rolled down upon us
the rapturons music of the heavens,
but there is one of these angels who
has done so much for us that we wish
throughout all time and all eternity to
eelebrate It—the angel of Hope. St
Paul makes It the center of a group of
three, suylng, “Now abldeth falth,
hope, charity.” And, though he says
that charity is the greatest of the
three, he dees not take one plume frm
the wing, or ane ray of luster from the
brow, or one aurora from the cheek,
or one melody from the volee of the
angel of my text, “Which hope.”

An Ample Doposit.

When we draw a check on a bank
we must have reference to the amount
of money we have deposited, hut Hope
mukes a draft on n bank ln which for
her benefit all heaven has been depos-
ited. Hope! May It light up every
dungeon, stand by every sickbed, lend
a helping hand to every orphanage,
loosen every chaln, caress every for-
lorn soul and turn the unpictured
room of the almshouse fnto the vestl-
bule of heaven! How suggestive thut
mythology declares that when all
other deltles fled the esarth the god-
dess Hope remnined!

It was hope that revived John Knox
when on shipboard near the coast of
Beotland he was fearfully 11, and he
wis requested to look shoreward and
asked if he knew the villuge near the
const, and he answered, “l know It
wall, for | see the steeple of that place
where God first opened my mouth In
publiec to his glory. and 1 am fully per.
suaded how weak that ever I now
appear 1 shall not depart this life
till my tongue shall glorify his holy
name in the same place.” His hope
was rewarded, and for twenty-five
more years he presched. That Is the
hope which sustalned Mr. Morrell of
Norwich when departing this life at
twenty-four years of age he declared,
“Y should like to understand the
secrets of eternity before tomorrow
moraing."” That was the kind of hope
that the corporal had in the battle
when, after several standard bearers
had fallen, he selzed the flag and
turned to a Heutenant colonel and
sald, “1f 1 fall, tell my dear wife that
1 dle with a good hope In Christ and
that 1 am glad to glve my life for my
country.” That was the good hope
that Dr. Goodwin had In his last
our when he sald: “Ah, Is this
death? How have | dreaded as an
enemy this emiling friend!”

A of W n.

Many have full assurance that all Is
right with the soul. They are as sure
of heaven as If they had passed the
pearly panels of the gate, as though
they were already seated in the temple
of God unrolling the lbretto of the
heavenly chorister. - congratulate all
such. [ wish I had it, too—tull assur-
ance—but with rae It is hope, “Which
hope.” S8inful, It expects forgivensss;
troubled, it expects rellef; bereft, it
expects reunlon; clear down, It sxpeocts
winga to lift; shipwreeked, It expeocts
lifeboat; bankrupt, It expects eternal
riches; a prodigal, it expects the wide
opan door of the fathar's farmhouse.
It does not wear Itself out by looking
backward; It always looks forward.
What s the use of giving so much
time to the rehearsal of the past? Your
mistakes are not corrected by a re-
view. your losses cannot, by brooding
over them, be turnad Into galns. It Is
the future that has the wost for us,
and hope cheers us on. We have all
committed blunders, but does the eall-
ing of the roll of them make them the
less blunders? Look ahead in
all mattera of usefulness. However
much you may have accomplished for
Ood and the world's betterment, your
greatest usefulness is to come. “No,”
says some oune. "my health (s gone'
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‘No,” sayn someona, "my money (s
gone" “No." gays someone, *'the most
of my yeurs are gone and therefors
my usefuloess” Why, you lalk lke
an infidel, Do you siuppose that !
your capacity to do good Is fenced n
by this life? Are you golng to be »
lounger and do pothing after yonu hayve
Gult this world? It is my business to
tell you that your faculties are to be
enlarged and  intensified and  vour
qualifications for weefulness multiplied
tenfold, a hundredfold, a thousndfold

Freed From Limitatlons.

Am 1 not right In eaying that eter
nity can do more for than can
time? What will we not be able (o
do when (he powers of locomotion
shall be quickened Into the lmmortal
kpirit's speed? Why should a bird
have a swiftness of wing when it Is of
no Importance how long It shall take
to make [ta aerlal way from forest (o
forest and we, who have ®o much
more Important srrund In the world,
get on w0 slowly? The roelmck oul
runs ue, the honnds are quicker in the
chase, but walt until God lets us loose
from all Hmitations and hinderments
Then we will falrly begin. ‘The start
Ing post will be the tombstone. Leav-
Ing the world will be gradustion dav
before the chief wark of our mental
and spivitusl caresr. {lope sces the
doors oprning, the victor's foot In  the
stivrup for the mounting. The day
breaks—frst fush of the horizon, The
misslon of hope will be an everlasting
nilsslon, as much of it In the heavenly
hereafter us In the sarthly now. sShall
we huve gulned all as soon pe we
enter realms celestial—nothing more
to lewrn, no other helghts to cllmb, no
new anthems to ralse, @ monotouy of
existence, the same thing over und
aver again  for endless yearn? No!'
More progress In that world thun we
ever made In this
the hilla of heaven and look for ever
brightening landscapes, other trans-
figurations of color, new glories rolling
over the scene, new celebrations of
victories In other worlds, heaven ris-
ing into grander henvens, sens of glass
mingled with fire, becoming a morse
brillinnt glass mingling with a more
flaming fire. “Which hope."

Return of Lost Sheep.

On the following evening he came.
He wald that he was the black sheep of
the family fock, He had wandered
the world over and been ln all kinds
of wickedness, but a few nights before
after reading a letter from his mother
in Scotland, he had retired for sleep,
but In the adjoining room he heard
some young men in such horrible con-
versation he could not sleep. He was
shocked as he had never before been
by the talk of bad men. He arose,
rtruck a light, took out the letter from
his mother and knelt down by the bad-
slde and  sald, "0 Lord, God of my
mother, have mercy on me'” He sald
that since that prayer be was entirely
changed and loved what he before
hated nnd hated what he before loved
and ssked what | thought it all meant,
I replied, “You have become n Christ-
fan." He sald he might be called at
nny time to leave the city. 1 never
saw him again, but It seemed to me
that he had turned his back upon his
wicked past and had started in the
right direction. And It may be so with
your boy.” Write him often. Tell him
how you are thinking of him at home,
and, it may be, your letter in hand,
he may call upon his mother's God to
help and save him. Hope. you of the
gray halrs and wrinkles! Heaven haw
Its thousands of souls who were once
as thoroughly wrong as your hoy is
They repented, and they are with the
old folks in the healthy ailr of the
eternal hills, where they may become
young agaln. Hope on. and, though
you may never hear of your son's
reformation and others may think he
has left this life hopeless, who knows
but In the last moment, after he has
ceased to speak, and before his  soul
lnunches away, your prayer may have
been answered and he be one of the
first to meet you at the shining gate,
The prodigal In the parable goi home
and sat down at the feast, while the
elder brother, who never left the old
place, stood pouting at the back door
and did not go In at all
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Taks the Hand of Hope

But If you will not take the band
of Hope for earthly convalescence let
me point you to the perfect body you
Areé yet to have If you love and ‘arve
the Lord. Death will put a proli aged
anaesthetic upon your present oody,
and you will never again feel an ache
or pain, and then in his good tim: you
will have a resurrection body hout
which we know nothing excep: that
it will be painless and glorious | yond
all present appreciation, What mimst
ba the health of that land which asver
feals cut of cold or blast of he ¢ and
whera there I8 Do east wind  swing
pneumonia on the alr, your M olness
greater than the foot of desr, your
eyesight clearer than eagle In ahy -~
perfect health in a country whera all
the Inhabltants are everlaviugly
well! You who have in your body an
ancysted bullet ever since the elvil

precautions and welf-deninls ard por

Hope will stand on |

of the deafened ear and d!'m viston
and the severs haokache, you whao
have not been free from paln for ten
yenrs, how do you ke this story of

vhysical construction, with all weak
nesa  #nd sulfering eoblructed and
ivervthing  Joeund  and wunding
atlded ®

Do not have anything to do with the
wloom that Harriet Martinean ex
pressed In her dyving words I have
a0 reason to belleve in another workd
| have had snough of "%
AN dese no good reaso,, hy Harriet
Martineau should be  perpetuated.’
Would you not ruther have the Chrigt
lan enthusiaem of Robert Annan, who,
whoen some one sald, “1 will be =at.
wlied if | manage somehow to gt Into
heaven,” replled, pointing to a sunken
vessel that was belng drageed up the
river Tay “Would von ke o
pulled inte heaven with two tugs ke
that vessel yonder® 1 tell you 1 would
ke to go In with all my salls set and
colors fying.”

God's Tnsiramenia

Those pessimists do not realize that
two Inventions of vur times are going
to muke It possible under God to hring
this whole world Into salvable and
millenninl  condition  within a few
weeks after those two inventions shall
he turted Into the servics of God and
righteovsness, as they will be, 1 refer
to the telegraph and the telephone. I
you think that God allowed those two
Inventions to be mude merely to get
rapld Information concerning the price
of rallrond #tocks or to enll up a friend
and make with him o business enguge-
ment, you have a very abhrevinted
Idoa of what can be done and will be
done with those two Instruments. The
Intelligence of the world I& to be ex-

inoone and

panded, and civillzation will overcome
barbarism, and illiterney will be extir
pited, and the promise will be Hterally
fuiilled, “A nation born In a day.”
Let Hope say Lo the foreboding: Do
all you can with Bible and  spelling

book and philosophle apparatus, but
toll with the sunlight In your faces or
your efMorte will be a fallure, The pal-
lor in the sky is not another phase of
the night, but the first sign of ap-
proaching day, which Is as sure to
rome ag tonlght will be followed by
tomorrow. Things are not golng to
ruln.  The Lord’'s hosts are not golng
to be drowned (n the Red Sea of tron-
ble. Miriam's timbrel will play on the
high banks “lsrael Delivered.” High
hope for the home! High hope for
the chureh! High hope for the worll!
Angel of Hope Is Noar.

Open  that closed Instrument of
music in your parlor that hus not been
played on since the hand of the de-
parted player forgot Its cunning. Put
up before you on the musle board the
notes of the hymn of Isane Watts and
glng “There Is a Land of Pure Delight”
or James Montgomery's hymn, "Who
Are These dn Bright Array?” or
more Hennett's “Sweet Bye and Bye'
or “Jernsalem the Golden” Take
gome tune In the major key—"Arlel’
or “Mount Plsgah.” While you
and sing the angel of Hope will stand
by you and turn the leaves and Join
in the rapturous rendering. Heunlon
with the loved and

any mansion! No goodby at any of the
twelve gatea! No more dark apparal
of mourning, but white robe of exalta-
tlon!
fuce uplifted, but Hope there will
on tiptoe or beckoning you
saylng:
slng! Come and soe the
roll!
that rise
Celestial Alps and Himaluysns bolsted
into other Alps and Himalayas!

From this hour cultivate hope. De
#0 by reading all the Scriptural prom-

and doubt If you dare the veracity of
the Almighty when he says he wili
make the desert roseate, and the leo

ing to be ecarnivorous, will become

ox," and reptillan venom shall changs
into harmlesaness, so that the “weun:
ed child shall put his band on the
cookatrice's den, and there shall be

sothing 1o hurt or destroy in all God's
holy taln, for the earth shall be
full of knowledge of the Lord, as|
tha w cover the sea.”

8o much
for the warld at large. '

‘;: Time of &« Wink

A Oerman sclentist has given an
other of the palnstaking nature
M'hlu“in obtaining perfect accur
acy anfl the most minute detall of al|
thi This savant has measured the
time Is occupled by a wink, He
uned ’_*«Ill photographic apparatus
and f%ed & plece of white paper on the
viigy Ahe eyelld for & mark. He
fonnd that the 10 descends quickly
and feats a little at the bottom move
mert  Then it rises more slowly thar

war, you who have kept alive cnly by |

petusl watching of pulse and luug you  wipk tompleted Io

it 74l 'The mean duration of the
dow movement was from 070
ta JFE of u second. The time from the
fnstant the eye restad till It elosed

varied from .16 to .17 of a second. In
rist lid took .17 of & second. The
A4 of a second
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play |

lost! Everlasting |
reunion! No farewell at the door of|

Hope now I8 on Its knees, with/
be |
to follow, |
“"Come and hear the choln;
procession |
march! Cowme and see the river of Ilfc|
Come with me over the hills
Into everlasting helghts” |

Ines of the world’s coming Edenlzatior wood's quarters’

| secured us  from straggling soldlers.
| After this he mounted his steed and

pard and the kid will lle down In the|
same pasture fleld, and the Hon, CPAB: | sonquest and the hopes of adventure

gave brightness to each before passive
graminlvorons, eating “'straw lke an! countenance.”
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% A Quaker

Girl’s Diary ‘

Sparkling Narrative
Writien by a Phil.
andc'nhin Revolu-
tlonmary Belle.

PPy

! -
AEPFRFEFRRPERFERIR 2 I EFRRFR T W

There I8 an anclent
liyn, Gwynedd township, Montgomery
county, FPa., that s associsnted with
one of the prettiest contribuclons 12
the history of the stirring times 1y the
fall of 1777. 1t is the old Foulke man-
slon, whereln a young Philadeipbia
Quaker girl wrote the eharming,
sparkling narrative fhat has become
farous as Sally Wister's Journal

The document has besn & fraitful
mource of Insplration to many writers

of fotion, dealing with the days of ouw

natlon making. Just before the Brit-
fah army slipped  into Philadeiphis
after woekn of fghting and feinting.

Bally's fathor, Danlel—a Philadelphia
merchant—sent his  family out ta
Gwynedd to the Foulkes, (he two

tamilies belng kin, to escope the many
unpleasant features of life In a clty
With an army of ocevnpation
Previous o golug WWay
her friend. Deborah  Norris, ano’
young Qunkeress, who, by the way
told In after years how ahe peeped
over the garden fence and looked
ncross Fifth street to see what wos
Koing on the day they publicly read
the Declaration of Independence,
agread to keep  Journnls, which they
would sxchange when they met again,
as it would be manifestly Impossitie
to get Istters through the lines of the

Sally and

two armiss.  And Sully went out to
her widowed “Aunt Hannah's,” the
uncle, Willam Foulke, having died
In 1775

The loug, low stone house, whersin
the Foulke tamily and thelr clt y relu
tives sheltersd that troublous winter
Is stll] In excellent preservation nand
doubtlens in very much the same pro-
portions of a century and p  quirtey
Bgo.  Its present owner, J. 1B Cald-
weall has done much to glve It a aplen-
did setting In a landscape gardening
scheme of rure bheauty.

Wrole Her Diary Thers

In one of the rooms of the pletur-
esque mansion this Hght-heartod girl
Jotted down her chatty, familiny fm-
preasions of the great mukers of Am-
eriean history as they appeared on the
little stage of the hospitable Fouike
home. The first entry In her diary
was made Sept. 25, 1777—124 years ago
| this week.

One day she writes: "Two genteel
men of the milltary order rode up to

|lhn door” and arranged for the billet-

housn at Pen- |

which  formed  thie  dstingalahed
| colonin]l howse party, “Went to  the
mill.  We made very free with some
continental flour We  powdersd
mighty white, to he sure Another

| day 21-year-old and Mirtatlons Brig.-
Gen, Lacy rides by “"in expoctation of
drawing the attention of the ‘mill

girle” ™ * * % bur as kduck would
order it, T had besn busy and my ay-
burn ringleta were much dishevellod;
therefore 1 did not glad his eves, and
cannot set down on the list of honors
rocelved that of 4 bow from Brig -Qen

Lacy.” She comments further on that
day being “almost adventureless
A gny young blade from Virginia,

Alexander “potswood Dandeldge, aska
hor to maiy him on excesdingly short
nequaintance, she thinks, although she
hasténs to explain, “had we been
qyainted seven  yonrs we would oot
have bren more sociable. The moon
ave u sadly pleasing lght” What &
wonderfully complete pleture of socla-
| bility that entry suggests!

She tells of the pranks she and her
‘ﬂll'l friends played on a certaln Mr,
Tily, "u wild, nolsy mortal,” who ap-
pears “bashral when with girls,” and
who “talks s0 excessively fast that he
often beglng a sentence without fin-
Ishing the lnst, which confuses him
very much, and then he blushes and
Inughs,™ Mr. THly plays two tunes on
the German flute and he s unmarci-

fully Jeared about his brilllunt musieal
talent

A Joke on Tiily.

Tilly wns something of a brageart,
It aeems, and the merry company de-
clded to have some fun with him, so
they ftted up the figure of a Heitish
grenndier and stood it at the door of
the house. While they were chatting
in the gloom of one of the rooms one
Decomber night a knock onme at the
door. The servant came In with the
message that they were all wanted
outside. Tilly was the first one out
und he banged into the gronadier, At
the same moment a thundering voloe
called out: “Are there any rebol of-
ficers here?"

“Not waltlng for a second word, he
darted Hke lghtning ont of the front
door, through the yard, bolted over
the fence. Swamps, fences, thorn-
hedges and plowed flelds no way Im-
peded his retreat.” At lust they found
Tilly and explained the joke to him.

OLD FOULKE MANSION AT PENNLLYN, PA.

ing of Gen Willlam Smallwood of
Maryland at the house., "“One of the
officers dismounted snd wrote ‘Small-
over the door, which

rode away., When we are alone our
dress and llpa were put In order for

Gien. Amallwood Arrives.

“In the evenlng (of Oct. 1) hle gen-
eralship came with six attendants,
which compos’d his family. A large
suard of soldiers, a number of horses
and baggage wagons, the yard and
house in confuslon and glittered with
military equipments. * * *  The
genernl ls tall, portly, well-made; 4
truly martinl air, the bebavior and
manners of a gentleman, a good un-
derstanding and great humanity of
disposition constitute the character of
Smallwood.”

For weeks her journal resounds with
the clanking of swords, the rumble of
military wagons, the tramp of march-
Ing soldlers, busy, perhaps, with “the
care of wounded soldiers whowse line
of retreat from fatal Germantown lay
close to the old house. She only brief-
ly refers to the battle there and “the
horrors of that day.” She tells her
absent friend the goaslp they get at

the mill—a mill was part of the
Foulke estate—but warns her by say-
log: “We don't place much depend-
ence on mill news "

Conguest of & Virgininn.

OBe day several of the ‘ompamy

He was (induced to come back, und
when he rejoined the group he solemn-
Iy faced the company and remarked:
“You may all go to the 4—11" Bally
touchingly and suggestively com-
meots:  “| never heard him utter an
Indecent expression before.”

But It would take columns, says the
Fhiladeiphia Record, to reprint the
full account of Sally Wister's Journal
and its abounding references to the
qualifications and character of the
various officers who stopped at this old
house. As to the complete Journal,
which first saw the light in the com-
fortable home, one's best wishes to
the reader of these lines may be most
fittingly expressed In Sally's dedica-
tlon to her friend Deborah. “The po-
rusal of It may some time hence give
pleasure In a solitary hour to thee.”

i

A Fuat Man's Course,

M. Courtinaud’'s uncle, both well-
kunown In Parls, died In Aprll and left
him 6,000 francs. Delighted with so
much money, he considerpd varlous
plans of spending it. He wan afraid
to place It in the bank and had no
confidence in commerelal ventures, Not
fond of racing, he fnally declded 10
drink It up, At the end of five monthy
he succeeded, His average was forty
francs & day. At last he bought & bot-
tle of aleohol for two francs, drank
it, aad then shot himself. He left g
request Lo be burled In a cellar at the
slde of the barrels.—Chlcago Journal,

Liberty are Inseparubls

and  duty

terma. If I ought, I can.—Kant




